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her with an air of satisfaction. A minute later she got up
and took another seat, nearer to the exit. She walked with
her head held high, glancing at the faces she passed,
easily carrying the suitcase, which was not very heavy.
A young man in a short coat with turned-up collar ran
into her. Silently he stepped aside and lifted his hand
to his hat. It struck her that there was something familiar
about him. She glanced back and saw one pale eye star-
ing at her over his collar. His fixed gaze was like a knife
thrust; the arm with which she was holding the suitcase
jerked convulsively, and suddenly her burden grew heavy.
"I've seen him somewhere before," she thought, subs-
tituting this thought for the unpleasant sensation his look
had given her, refusing to define the feeling which slowly
but irresistibly froze her heart. But it grew and rose in
her throat, filling her mouth with dry bitterness. She
could not resist turning round and looking at him again.
He was standing in the same place, shifting from one
foot to the other as if trying to make up his mind what to
do. He kept his left hand in his pocket, his right was
thrust" between the buttons of his coat, lifting his right
shoulder higher than the left.
•She went to a bench and sat down slowly and care-
fully, as though afraid of wrenching something inside her.
Under the stress of her forebodings, she searched her mind
and succeeded in recalling the two occasions on which
she had seen this man before: once in the open lot at the
edge of town when Rybin had made his escape; the sec-
ond time at the trial. In the courtroom he had stood next
to the police officer whom she had sent off in the wrong
direction after Rybin. She realised she was being shadow-
ed. There could be no doubt about it.
"Caught?" she asked herself.
"Maybe not yet," she answered with a shudder.
"Caught!" she declared a moment later, forcing herself
to face the truth.
She glanced about without seeing anything, while
thoughts, like sparks, flashed through her mind.

